Unto the Hills                                                  1ST
"Okay. Come round to the hotel in the morn-
ing," said the young American.
They set out a week later for the mountains.
Through placid green valleys they went, where
peasant women worked like little black insects,
scattered across the cup-shaped fields. Then
followed a climb to regions where the world's
loneliness was broken only by faint echoes of a
cuckoo's call. Amidst resinous pines they camped,.
the cynosure of the hillside Kashmiris who gathered
round the I'og-fire to stare bovinely at the wonders-
of the Sahib's tent. With those tall goitrous,.
Biblically-bearded rustics Gophira gossiped and
played cards each evening-after the day's trek.
Inside the tent the young American, digesting an
ill-cooked meal, read magazines or wrote letters by
the light of the signal-lamp. In Gophira's estima-
tion, the Sahib was a morose, childish type, a little
tired of civilization and an adventurous and
travel-smitten as most Americans.
Coming up to the hills he had seldom spoken;
even the sight of congeries of bears playing at dusk
upon the mountain side roused but little excite-
ment in his sad-eyed countenance. Late each
night in the moonlight Gophira sat by the fire's
embers, his kangri pleasantly warming his stomach,,
and meditated upon his master and upon his own
difficulties and ambitions. Before leaving on the
expedition, he had offered the father of Aroon five
-hundred rupees for the girl...it was a stupidly
daring offer, the result of his amorous frenzy, since
all he possessed was the hundred rupees which the